ACT ONE
BRIDEGROOM: Do I need to tell you again?
MOTHER [seriously]: Oh!
BRIDEGROOM: Do you think it's bad?
MOTHER: No.
BRIDEGROOM: Well, then?
MOTHER: I don't really know. Like this, suddenly, it always surprises
me. I know the girl is good. Isn't she? Well behaved. Hard work-
ing. Kneads her bread, sews her skirts, but even so when I say her
name I feel as though someone had hit me on the forehead with a
rock.
BRIDEGROOM: Foolishness.
MOTHER: More than foolishness. I'll be left alone. Now only you are
left me - I hate to see you go.
BRIDEGROOM: But you'll come with us.
MOTHER: No. I can't leave your father and brother here alone. I have
to go to them every morning and if I go away it's possible one of
the Felix family, one of the killers, might die - and they'd bury him
next to ours. And that'll never happen I Oh, no! That'll never hap-
pen! Because I'd dig them out with my nails and, all by myself,
crush them against the wall.
BRIDEGROOM [sternly]: There you go again.
MOTHER: Forgive me.
[Pause.]
How long have you known her?
BRIDEGROOM: Three years. I've been able to buy the vineyard.
MOTHER: Three years. She used to have another sweetheart, didn't
she?
BRIDEGROOM: I don't know. I don't think so. Girls have to look at
what they'll marry.
MOTHER: Yes. I looked at nobody. I looked at your father, and when
they killed him I looked at the wall in front of me. One woman
with one man, and that's all.
BRIDEGROOM: You know my girl's good.
MOTHER: I don't doubt it. All the same, I'm sorry not to have known
what her mother was like.
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